VIA    DOLOROSA

the guest of Madhu Sudan Das, a wealthy Hindu of
Cuttack, who had written imploring me to come as
witness to the desolation of his province. The floods
of a great river rushing from the jungle hills had trans-
formed the cultivated fields into a desert of sand, and,
in spite of the well-intentioned efforts of the British
officials, the villagers were creeping or lying about
like skeletons barely covered with skin. Many came
to Mr. Das entreating him to touch their putrefying
sores, and in one case a man brought a bowl of water,
praying him to dip his finger into it that his starving
wife might be delivered in her dangerous labour.
The child was safely born, and the reverence for Mr.
Das continually increased. Indeed, his natural gener-
osity would have given him power anywhere, but,
though a highly educated Hindu, he told me he had
become a Christian in early manhood, his faith being
founded solely upon his admiration of Christ's prayer,
" Father, forgive them, for they know not what they
do.53 " The man who could utter that prayer while
dying in torture was divine," he often said to me ;
" the moment I heard of the prayer, I recognized that
truth, and I have never doubted it since." On the
strength of a single saying Christ was accepted as
divine because he was so unlike the ruck of mankind.
Thinking of all this, I passed through the walls by
the Damascus Gate into the Holy City, and looked
that evening from the window of a cell in the Austrian
Hospice for pilgrims over the darkening lanes and
closely packed roofs of Arab and Jewish homes. The
scene of the immortal tragedy lay directly before me,
No matter what destruction the Romans had wrought
upon the city when they wiped it out as too dangerous
for a frontier capital, here was the very place. Not
in any of the old houses I could see, but in some house
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